el

s;cnmv FOUR

M;:{ ¥

A Story
of Ghe
Desert.

Mahdism, which had swept in such

a flood from the great lakes and
Darfur {o the confines of Egypt. had at
last come to its full, and even begun,
as some hoped, to show signs of a turn.
At its outset it had been terrible. It
had engulfed Hick's army, swept over
Gordon and Khartoum, rolled behind
the British forces as they retired down
the river, and finally cast yp a spray
of raiding parties as far north as As
souan. Then found ~‘her channers
10 east and to west, 1o Central Africa
and to Abyssinia, and retired a little
on the side of Egyptl.

For ten years there ensued a lull,
during which the frontier garrisons
looked out upon those distant blue hills
of Dongola. Behind the violet mists
which draped them lay a land of bleod
From time to Lime some

iL

and horror,

adventurer went south toward those
hage-girt mountains, tempted by sto-
ries of gum and ivory, but none

returned. Once a mutilated Egyptian
and once a Greek woman, mad with
thirst and fear, made their way to the
lines. Theyv were the only exports of
that country of darkness.
the sunset would turn those
mists into a bank of ¢rimson,
dark mountains would
sinister reek like
1L seemed a grim symbel in the
southern heaven when from the
fort-capped hills by Wady Halfa.

1 vears of lust in Khartoum, ten
years af silent work in Caivo, and ti

distant
and the
from that

in a sea of

rise
islands
blood

seen

&N
all was ready, and it was time for
civilizgation to take a trip south once
more, traveling as her wont is, in an

armered train.. Everything was ready,
down to the last pack saddle of the last
camel, and vet no one suspectad it, for
#n uncenstitutional government has its
advantages. A great administrator

had argued, and managed, and cajoled; !

and
the

had
made

organized
piastres do

a great soldier
planned, and
work of pounds
these two master spirits met and
clasped hands, and the soldier van-
ished away upon some pusiness of his
oW,

And just at that very .lime
bashi Hilary Joyce, seconded from the
Royal Mallow Fusiliers and temparari-
v #itached to the Ninta BSoudanese,
made his frst appearance in Cairo.

ever |

And then one night |

Bim- |

{ looking at the newcomer.

“I heard that you had come. Sorry
the chief isn*t here to see you. Gone
up to the frontier, you know.”

“My regiment is at Wady Ha'fa, 1
suppose, sir, that | should report my-
self there at once?”

““No: I was to give you your orders,”
He led the way 10 & map upon the wall
and pointed with_the end of his cigar-
ette, “You see this place? It's the
Ozsis of Kurkur—a little gquiet, I am
afraid, but excellent air.  You are to
get out there as quick as possible,
You'll ind a company of the Ninth
and half 2 sguadron of cavalry.
will be in command.”

Hilary Joyee looked at

the name,

lines, without another dot upon the
map for several inches around it.

“A village, sir?”

“No, a well. Not very good water,
il'm afraid, but you soon get accus-
{tomed to natron. It's an important
| post, bLeing at the junction of (wo
i caravan routes. All routes are closed
:n:.\L of course, but still
{know who might come along them.”
“We are theve, 1 presume, to prevent
| raiding 7"

H “*Well, hetween you
! really nothing to raid.
1o intercept messengers.
call at the wells, Of eourse, you have

and e, there's
You are there

{ They must

2 : 1 2 .
Sometimes Tl iy just ceme out, bui you probably

‘U!]d"l’ﬂldlld already enough about the
ic-\ndiﬂuus of this couniry to know that
\there is a great -deal of disaflection
| about, and that the Kbhalifa is likely
| 1o try and keep in touch with his ad-
{ herenis, Then, again, Senoussi lives up
[xhuz wity"—he waved his cigaretle tu
ixim westward— "the Khalifa might send
| a message to him ajong that route.
Anyhow, your duly is to arrest every

one coming ajong, and gel some ac-
| count of him before you let him go.

You don't talk Arabic, 1 suppose?
| “I am learning, sir.”

I “well, well, you'll have time enough
for study there. And you'll have a na-
tive officer, Ali something or other,
I who speaks English, and can interpret
| for vou. Well, goodby—T'll tell the
chief that you reported yourself. Get
| on te your post now as qui¢kly as= you
can.

| Railway to Baliani, the post beat to
| Assouan, and then 1t1wo days on a
camel in the Libyan desert with an

Ababden
camels to tie one down to their own
exasperating pace. However, even two

| three

|

|

iun\l a half miles an hour mount up in

guide, and baggage

time, and at last, on the third evening,
| from the biackened slag-heap of a hill

capuleon had said, and Hilary Joyce | whieh is ealled the Jebel Kurkur, Hil-
had noted, that great reputations are ‘ ary Joyee looked down upon a distant
only to be made in the east sre he | clump of palms, and thought that this
was In the east with four tin cases “fin,ml patch of green in the midst of the
baggage, a Wilkinson sword, a Bond’s | merciless blacks and wvellows was the
slug-throwing pistol and a copy ""'iiairv&'\ color effect that e had ever
“Green’s Introduction to the Study of | geen. An hour later he had ridden into
Arable.” With sach a start and the | the little camp, the guard had turned
biged of youth  running hot in his| syt to salute him. his native subor-
veins, everything ssemed ecasy. He in

was a little frightened of the geneval:

he hail heard ‘stories of his sternness
te voung officers. but with tact and
suavity he hoped for the best. So,

Rl efeviy ot Buepiterds  ho-
tel. he reported himself at headguar-
ters

It was not ths
of the Intelligence

general, but the head
department, who re-
veived him, the chief being still ab-
#enl upon that business which had
called him Hilary wee found him-
self in the presence of a short, thick-
sel officer,. with a gentle volce and a
placid expression which covered a
remarkably acule and energetic spirit.
With that quiet smile and guileless
manner he had u reutl and outwitted
the most cunni

| dinate had greeted him
English, and he had fairly entered inlo
his own.

it was not an exhilarating place for
a.Jengthy, residenge, . There, was  one
largen, bowl-shapéd grassy depression
sloping down to the three pits of brow:
and besackish water., Ther: was the

ook upon, but exasperating in view of

l(hn fact that nature has provided her

{ least Lhe

where

shady
shad:

trees on

is= needed moest.

very

A single

spot

store the balance. Here Hilary Joyee
slumbered in the heai, and in the co)l
| he ix cted his square-shouldered,
spind 1gnked Soudancse,

with

you never |

1
|
widespread acacia did something to re- ‘
|
i

their §
Orientals. He cheery black faces and their funny any rate, the frontier post of Kurkurhave scen him now,

|

f

a martinet at drill, and the Dblacks
loved being drilled, so the Bimbashl
was soon popular among them. But
ane day was exactly like another. The
weather, Lthe view, the employment, the
fsod—everything was the same. Al

| the end of three weeks he felt that he

had been there for interminable years.
And then at last there came something
te break the monotony.

One evening as the sun was sinking
Hilary Joyee rode slewly dovwn the old
caravan road. It had a fascination for
him, this narrow track, winding among

You | the bowlders gnd eurving up the mul-
{ lahs, for he remembered how in theq

map it had gone oi ard on siretehing

printed at the intersection of two black | away inte the unknown heart of Afri-

ca. The gountless pads of innumerable
eamels through many centuries had
beaten it smooth. so that now, un-

used and deserted, it still wound away,
the strangest of roads, a foot bread,

ftors. Hilary Joyee whisked around
his horez, galloped into camp and gave
the alarm. Then, with tuwenty horse-
men at hig baek, he rode oul agaia w0
reconngitre.

. The man was stitl coming on. in spite
of these hostile preparaticns, For an
instant he had hesitated when he first
saw the eavalry, bul escape was onl
of the question, and hBe advanced with
tle air of one who makes the best of a
bad job. He made ne vesistance, aund
I #aid nothing whoen the hands of two
| wroopers clutched “at - his shoulders.
1 but  walked quietly. betwe:n
i horses into camp- Shortly aft:rwatd
the matrols came in  again.’ There
were no signg of any Dervishes. " The
man was alone,
camel had been found iving dead
little way down the tfack. The myste-
ry of the strang:zr's ‘arrival was ex-
plained.  But why,

-

their |

A woleadid trotting |
|t

and swhence, and -
whither? Thess wele questions for’

T was in the days when the tide of | stood. a cigareite betweea his fingers, little park-pie forage eaps, Joyee was ct')LH not afford to m@ivs casual vis- | black owvderlies in waiting. and’  his

Egyptian native officer at his slde. ile
=ut behind a ecamp table, and the pris-
| oner, strongly guarded, was led up to
[ him. The man wase a handsomg fellow,
with bold gray eves and a long black
I beard. i
| “Why!" cried Joyee, “the rascal is
rmaking faces at me.”
I A curious contractive had passed
{ over the man's features, but sc swifi-
i¥ that it might have been a nervous
| twiteh. He was now a .medel of Ori-
ental, gravity.

“Aszk him whe he is, and what he
wants.”
The native officer did =o. but the

Esu-angex' made n% reply, save that the
same charp sSpasm passed once
i

I

'

1

No, thank vou. - This is my bird. But
how are we going to get him to find his
tongue?"

The Egyptian's dark eyes skirted the
encampment and rested on the cook's
fire.

“Perhaps,” said he, “if the Bimbashi
thought fit—" He looked at the prison-

{ er and then at the burning wood.

|

more
over his face.

“Well, I'm blessed!™ cried Hilary
Joyce. “Of all the hmpudent scoun- |

drels! He keeps on winking at
Who are you, you rascal? Give
-account of yourself! D'ye hear?”
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and perhaps 2,000 miles in length. Joyce
wondered as he rode how long it was
since any traveler had journeyed wup
it from the south, and then he raised
his eyes and there was a fnan coming
along the path. ;

For an instant Jovee ihought that
it'might be one of his own men, but a
second glance assured him thal this
coufd™rot be so. The
dressed in the flowing robes of an Arab
and not in the cluse-fitting kKhaki of a
soldier.  He was very tall, and a high
turban made him seem gigantic. He
sirode swiftly along.
who knows

1o fear.

Who eould he be, this formidable
giant coming out of the unknown?
The precursor possibly of a horde of
savage spearmen. And where could
he have walked from? ‘The nearest

well was 100 miles down the track. At

- ——

stranger wasy

with head erect ,
| and the bearing of a man

B SRy

pa

propra S L L R I i

which a zealous efficer must find an
answer,

Hilary Joyce was disappointed that
there were no Dervishes, It would have
! been a great start for him in the Egvp-
; tian army had he fought a little ac-
tion on mie own account., Bul even as
it was, he had s rare chance of im-
Ppressing  the authoritics. He would
love to show Big cipmelty to-the head
of the intelligencs, and even more to
, that grim chief, who never forgot what
i was gmart, nor forgave what was slack.
The _prisoner's dress and bearing
. showed that he of importance,
{ Mean men do not ride pure bred trof-
| ting camels. Joyee sponged his head
\

was

with cold water, drank a cup of irong
coffee, put on an imposing official tar-
| boosh instead of hiz sun helmet and
{ formed himself into a court of inquiry
| and judgment under the acacia tree,

I He would have liked hjs people to
with his “two

The tall Arab was as im-
pervious to English as to
Arabic.

But the {all Arab was as impervious
to English as to Arabic. The Egyp-
tian tried again and again. The
prisoner looked at Joyce with his in-
scrutable eyes, and / occasionally
twitched his face at him, but never
opened his mouth. The Bimbashi
ig‘?ru(-hed his head in bewilderment,

“Louk here, Mahomet Ali, we've

I got
| Lo get some

j\’uu gay there are no papers on him?

“No, sir;
“N

L

we found no papers.”

o clue of any kind?”

has come far, sir.

camel does not die easily

i from Dongola, at least.”

|~ *“Well, we must get him to talk.”
“1t ig possible that he is deaf and

A trotiing

! dumb.”

t “Not he. I never saw a man look
| more all thers in my life”

| *You might send him across to As-
{

| =ouan.”

5
|
1
{

t

‘

i
!
I
i
|
!
|
|

He has come |

t
|

| disappeared.

“No, no: It wouldn't do. No, by Jove,
that's going too far.”

“A very little might de it.”

“No. no. It's all very well here, but it
would sound just awful if ever it got as
far as Fleer street. But, I say.” he
whispered, '‘we might frighten him a
bit. There's no harm in that.”

“No, sir.”

“Tell them to undo the man's gala-
beeah. Ovder them to put a horseshoe
in the fire and make it red-hot.”

The prisoner watched the proceed-
ings with an air which had more of
umusement thHan of uneasiness. He
never winced as the black sergeant ap-
proached him with the glowing shoe
held upon two bBayonets,

“Will you speak now?"' asked the
Bimbashi, savagely.
The prisoner -smiled gently and

stroked his beard.

“Oh, chuck the infernal thing away!™
cried Joyee, jumping up in a passion.
“There’'s no use trying to bluff the fel-

| 1ow. He knows we won't do it. But I
| can and I
| him from me that if he hasn't found
{ his

will flog him, and you tell

tongue by tomorrow morning I'll
take the skin off his back as sure as
my name's Joyee. Have you said all
that "

“Yes, sir.”

“Well. you can sleep upon (1, you
beauty, and a good night's rest may it
give you.”

He adjourned the court, and the pris-
oner, as imperturbable as ever, was led
awayv by the guard to his supper of rice
and water.

Hilary Joyce was a kind-hearted
man, and his own sleep was consider-
ably disturbed by the prospect of the
punishment which he must inflict next
day. He had hopes that the mere sight
of the koorbash and the thongs might
prevail over his’ prisoner’'s obstinacy.
And then, again, he thought how
shoecking it would be if the man proved
ta be rezlly dumb, after all. The i
bility shook him so that he had algpost
determined by daybreak that he would
send. the stranger on unhurt to As-
souan. And yet what a tame concla-
sion it would be to the incident! He
lay upon his angareeb still debating it
when the gquestion suddenly and ef-
fectively (settled itself. Ali Mahomet
rushed into his tent. -

“Sir,” he eried,
gone!"™

“Gone?”

“the prisoner is

1 It is necessary, therefore,

I

Their greeting was a cold one.

“I understand, Captain Joyce,” said
the general, “that you have allowed a
very important prisoner to slip through
your fingers.”

“1 am sorry, sir.”

“No doubt. But that will not mend
matiers. Did you ascertain anything
about him before you lost him?"”

“No,, sir.”

“How was that?”

*] could get nothing-out of him, sir.”

“Did you try?”

“Yes, sir, 1 did what I counld,”

“What did you de?”

“Well, sir, 1 threatened lo use phys-
ical foree.”

“What did he say?”

“He said nothing.”

“What was he like?”

“A tall man, sir. Rather a desperaie
charaeter 1 should think.”

“Any way by which we could identify
him?”

*“A long black beard, sir. Gray eyes,
and a nervous way of iwitwching his
face.”

“Well, Captain Joyce,” said the gen-
eral, in a stern. inflexibie vojce, "I cans
not congratulate you upon your i
exploit in the Egyptian army. You are
aware that every Engiish officer in this
force is a picked man. I have the
whole British army from which to draw
that 1 should
ingist upon the very hig}lvst efficiency.
It would be unfair upon the others Lo
pass over any obvious want of zeal or
intelligence. You are seconded from
the Royal Mallows, I understand?”’

“Yes, sir.”

] have no doubt that »our colonel
will be glad to see you fultilling yuur
regimental duties again.”

Hilary Joyce's heart was
for waords. He was silent

“[ will let you know my
giofi tomorrow morning.”’

Joyce saluted and turned
heel.

“You can sleep upon that, you beau-
ty, and a gooud night's rest may it give
you.”

Joyce turned in bewilderment. Where
had those words been used beiore?
Who was it who had used them?

The general was standing er Both
he and the chief of the intelligencs
were laughin Joyce stared at the tail

18

too heavy

final deci-

upon his

figure, the t bearing, the inscruta-
ble gray eyes.

“Good Lord!” he gasped.

“Well. well, Captain Joyce, we are
quits!” said the general, holding oul
his hand. *“You gave me a bad te:
minutes with that infernal red-hot
horseshoe of vours. ['ve done as muech
for you. I don't think we can spart
vou for the Royal Mallows just yel
awhile.”

“Buat, sir: but——="

“Phe fewer qguestions the betier, per-

“Yes, sir, and your own best riding ; haps. But, of course, it must seem rath-

camel as well.
tent and he gotl away unscen
early morning.”

The Bimbashi acted with all energy.

in

There is a slit cut in the | or amazing.
; 5 > <
the | ness with the Kabbabish,

| Your post in my vetarn. I kept on wi

I had a little private busi-
It must be

dene in person. I did it, and came to

k-

Cavalry rode along every track; scouts; jpe at you as a sign that I wanted a
examined the soft sand of the wad¥s| worq with you alone.”

for signs of the fugitive, but no trace
was discovered,

matter and forwarded it to As-
souan, Five days later there came a
curt orvder from the chief that he
should report himself there. He feared
the worst from the stern soldier, who
spared others as littie as he spared
himself.

And his worst forebodings were re-
alized. Travel stained and weary, he

the

reported himself oné night at the gen- | dine at X, i ain-
Behind a table piled | ly here, but I think I can do you a little

eral’s guarters. '
with papers and strewn with maps the
famous soldier and his chief of intelli-

“And give someone else the credit? gence were deep in plans and figures.

The man had utterly
With a heavy he‘art.HH;; those blacks. or where should I have
sense out of this feliow, | ary Joyee -wrole an official report. o | been the next time I used my false

i

i

to understand.’
away before

*“Yes, ves, 1 begin

“1 eouldn’t give it all

beard and Arab dress? You pul me in
a very,awkward position. But al last
1 had a word alone with your Egyptian

officer, who managed my escape all
right.”
“He! Mahomet AN

1 ordered him to say neihing. 1 had
a score to gottle with vou., But we
Captain Joyce. We live plain-

better than you did me at Kurkur.”

iu'opyright by A. Conan Deoyie)
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script of Milton's ‘Paradise Lost.” It go 5 o \":’11--'\‘\'11::1 it is ;:!n:n\ i ':Jlt'l.t lbrafy,” sild the Bibllomaniac. “.A" Tower of Pisa, from—thunder—where | Napolecn and other bits of fmmoxtal oon4 o5 (he insides of the Italian pal-, “Weli, anvhow.” he said in 4 moment,

trouses my patriotic ardor to learn that | (e gafe 'iLL‘:ur‘i’l boxes. of thi§ particu- this rate it won't be long before Eu- is the Leaning Tower of Pisa, Mr. ! bic-g brac, where . it: wouhd l" ,k"‘,," aces to make New York cottages for | “you can’t blame the Americans for

its feeent mysterious purchaser is lar squillionaire are flled jam, full of A '°P¢ will be. despoiled of her finest ! Brie(?" | forpever safe from haris, and never 3"-’1l American copper kings; the United | buying these wonderful curios. If the

Amefesn and that this literary treas- the manuseripts of Moses, Homer, Mil- | onuments, “Why, Pisa. of course’ said the|again, said the 'IdlU(. ) . States simvply reeke with the finest | foreigners are anxious 1o sell .

ure, fustead of falling inte the maw of | (& "g tav 0" 0 o veon and Ed.| By Jove—thats a bully idea, Mr.|Lawyer. “Where did you suppose?| “Don't you believe that: said the | specimens of the old masters bought, | we've got a right to buy ‘em. Besid

illustrious junk sh-{;- the British | oo Mavikhart U.\u\ iah il have | BIb.: skid the Idiot. enthusiastically. | Hoboken?” Lewyer, “In a country where men put ! paid for and exported by the Yankee | it is only fair play. We give ’
seum, is on its way hither, to grace| g0 standing that will be appar-| If we could omly find out who thel =f didn't know.” said the Idiot. “You | up steel constructed hotels se careless- | collector: nilieteen’ out of five extant | chance to get their money back.”

the collection of a certain squillionairz | oo invineible, and then when it is: man is who has bought up that manu- | néver can tell in these days exactly Iy that they fali down, you needn't  autographs of Shakespeare are owned | “Their money?” demanded Mr. Brief.

who has suddenly resolved to become | gniounced that he considers a Flora | script you might sell it to him. 1! where anything is. Cleopatra’s Needie flutter yourself that the Leaning Tow- | in Chicago: Paradise Lost I8 on the| “What money?”

a patron of letie = . | Annle Bosbyshell mapuscript @ good ' den’t believe it has occarred to any |is wp in the Central Park; the draw- | er of Pisa couid be kept standing.” way: Andrew Carnegie is ni:gol'latmg “The money they paid us for United

“Patron of letters! What nonsensel| . hage st $2.39, Miss Bosbyshell will | of them yet, but what a Supremely | ing room of the Duc de Duckidaddies | “T bet it could if you mhde the care- for the Bodleian library for a Christ- | States hot air and other—ruins,” ex-

Tt doesn’t help letters much to have a
man pay 325,000 for the originel manu-
geript of ‘Paradise Lost.” 7 sneered the
lawyer, It doesn't do Miltom
good.”

“Well, the man’s got to begin some-
where, and he might as well begin with
Milton as with me. By and by he may

work dewn to the muodern poets,’” re-|
plied the fdiot. “It's after all the |
wisest course from a puréely "business )

point of view to stock up first with
‘

" | ‘her in order to meet the demand.”
any !

have to employ a dozen stenoegraphers

ta write her original manuseripts for |

“With the same old hot air resuit.”

over

fine thing it would be for someone . to
Westminster Abbey and bring it
iere—the most illustrious - dust-
heap of the ages. Eh? There's plen-

buy

sgid Mr. Brief. “MHlions for Flora An- : ty of room for it out Chicago way. We
nie and her promoter, bunco for thelcould ewsh find epace for it within
dear pubtlie:” ! the limits of Greater New ' York—some

“That's as it may be.” replied thegpla(‘e like Napthahurst-by-the-Sea,
Idiot. . “If Mis¢ Bosbyshell i=n’'t cap- ! where it would be swept by ocean
ll‘.ilizﬂ* 2t $50 on the ¢ent the way Hot breezes amd conld bhe reached by pil-
Air was, there's no reason why she

grims to its muny shrines by trolley,

of Provence now
of a millionaire’'s residenes ofi  upper
Fifth avenue; the marhie staircase of
the chateau of the Comte di Harduppi
of Lombardy is used as. a midnight
toboggan siide by the smart set’ in
the chaste home of one of ils’leaders
not far frem Murray Hill, and . the
Campanile of §t. Mark’s, Inte of Venice,
i am given to undersiani, has Deen
distributed in souvenir bricks amoeng

the front parvior

| taker live on the top floor.” said the

Idiot. *“There's a way of doing ever)
| thing, M. Brief, if you only Know
| how. That Campanile at Venice never |

would have fallen if they had turned
it into a flat house and made the peo-

, ple” respensikble for its safety occupy |

| the upper suites.™
“That's probably what the utilitar-
' ian American would have done with it

if he'd had it over here.” sneercd the

|

mas gift to Pittsburg; and unless I am
misinformed, Mr. Pierpont Morgan has
an ootion on the C /pt of St. Paul's

| which he intends annexing to his Broad

plained the Idiot. “TIn matters of that
kind foreigners are fluent buyers, and
we owe ‘em some return. We are tak-
ing their money all the time for our in-

sireet offices for use as a repository for | securities. “Why, I had an Inquiry from

shipping trust certificates which he has
laid by for a rainy day.”

“Why don't they buy up some of
he ruined castles of the Rhine and

{ put "em up on the banks of the Hudson

river?” sneered the Bibliomaniac.
“1 don't believe they ever thought of

a British investor only the other day
asking for a quotation on snmethini:
he'd heard about favorably, and what
do you suppose it was?*
I den't Eknow—Idiet referred 2
asked the Deoctor. p'd(“ R
“No. Boston Commen.¥ said the 1diol.
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N UNATTRACTIVE, stupid |

A child o.r § years sat in the nursery
the home, stolidly rocking

eradle in which lay the veriest mite of

humanity, called baby. So small and :
white was it that a good sizged teacup
would have covered its head and face.!
I1ts hands, about the size of those ivory
“seratch-my-back’™ hands, were pathet-
fcally clasped about its nursing bottle.
fa ethereal and spirit-like did it ap-
pear that the trustee Who came in just
then feared that if the cradle were
rocked a trifie too hard, the wee drop
of human life might easily slip back
fito the Ocean of Divinity from whence
it came.

Sald this trustee to the Jitile gh‘li
rocking the cradle: “What is your
name, and whose is this baby?'"

“My name is Mandy, and I l?ke care
pf the bahy.” :

ol

tivtle |-

i

“Oh, indeed! And where is the baby's |
mamma*”’ 1

No reply or response of any kind, |
and the qtfm-.liunvr saw that Mandy was |
a poor half witted child, with but one |
fixed idea—and that was “to take care |
of the baby.” , :

Investigation showed that a few '
days previous the mother of Mandy and |
the baby had died in the direst poverty; |
and at the end, oniy an equaily pnor]
neighbor had been present, and ‘she
teld how that the meother, in her ex-
tremity and grief at leaving alone in
the worid the baby just born, had
called Mandy to the bedside and com-
manded her in impressive words 1o
“always take care of the baby.” The
selemnity of the situation seemed to
have iy impressed Mandy's

wided upderstanding, and she theace-
h 9g temaciously to the baby's
¢, refusing even °to eat away f{rom

- .

its cradle. So when rémoved 1o the
home the faithful Jittle sentinel again
took up her posgt and rocked the cradle.

The trustee aitempted to rouse the
sleeping intelligence of the child by
saying: “Mandy, Mandy, you are all

‘ the mamma the litile baby has now.

You are ite whole family.
love it well.”

A  half remembered scene fiitted
through the ¢hild's brain. and she
looked troubled, but withoui words she
continued to sway the cradje back and
forth. i el

Conirary to all expectation, th
baby,” as we called it, did not |
from view. " . e

Mandy continued .to

You must

mother it nd
rock the cradle. Under happier |
roundings Mandy's intelleet had ex-{

panded quite a bit. At times she
the buby and played and laughed w
the -other children. Ihdoed, later she

B s e e IS el

had to be reminded of her high office
as guardian of the haby. g

t At length, when the baby was a few
months cld, it painlessly went back to
God. The cradle was exchanged for a
tiny coffin of white pine and “it ~was
placed in state on «the large center
table in the committes room,  where
came later the trustees and the big, tall
minister, whe had been hurriedly sent
| for to bury the wee baby.. s g
A scare of the home’s children we

| ranged on une side of the room, wateh-
ing every move with  curious eyes,
Onee in awhile the older ones would lift
up the younger, that they might have
a better view of the iiny ovcupan
g: . In this zft o‘t the cel !

ndy was especially important

whispered to another, “Maudy does ne
seem to sense her loss” -

L maued e

One trustee leaned over and|

trustee, wiping her eyes, I wish the
coffin had been padded for so fairy =
form, and that someone had farnished
flowers. Manpdy is not bright and does
not understand what has haovpened. 1t

Pej‘es went the lace handkerchief.
The oroblem thal was pre==1ig vron
the other trustee was, how this ortho-
dox minister—who did not know “if
, this child was baptized or not"-—how
would he handle this tiny death? How
say the appropriate tHing?
it did look incongruous and out af all
rr the size of the man and
the wee form of the babe. However,
he walked to the table and stood calm-
1y for a moment looking down upon the
morsel of a face cold in deaih, the
1 hands gJasped in  everlasting
over the guiet breast. He

AL 2 : 1

all seems so forlorn!™ And back to the,

to guther inspiration frow the |

his face amd lent itself to his veice, as
he invested the little waif—so soon
stranded upon our shores—with a worth
and a dignity never accorded to it in
life.

This big minister was so sure of his
Master's great love for little children
and of that Master's power to hold all
in his hand, lettlng not so much as a
sparrow fall to the ground without His
knowing, much less this little child.
Then he went on te show how in com-
parison to Ged's matchless love and
care, earthly parents, station, honors,
were as naught, and unless we became
“as a little child” we could not hope to
entér the < God.

it was very beauttful and loving.
A great peace fell upon our hearts and
we understood. as never before, the

sacredness a mpaertance of even the
tiniast na A beginnings.

the lid adjusted on the liny casket, and
it-'about to be carried away, when by
strange sounds all eves were turned to
Mandy. She evidently had begun to
feel her loss. She was looking with

Aanxiety from face to face as she twist-

ed and untwisted her hands. When
the little white box went ount of the
door she sprang to its side, screaming
in an agony of grief; “Oh!' 1 want (o
take care of the baby! 1 do! i do!”

RS = N |
Facts in the Case,
] iChicago News.)
in® idiot this morning. What do you
think of that?
Muggins—Fellow called me a bigom-
- Wiggins—I thipk it is up te &im to
consult an oculist.
Mug Because why?
w Because you look seedy in
stead of bleoming. 4



